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me? I have been round to your place several times and you seemed to ^
have left me in the lurch."                                                       / \
"Never," I said.
"I don't know. The only people who stick to me like leeches are
those I don't care for. I suppose it is so in your case?"
"I don't find it so,*' I answered. "We have friends we have not seen
for many years and yet we know that the moment we meet time will
contract and it will seem as though it were only yesterday that we had
last met. "We always think that our friends are near. I think it must be
the same with death."
"I don't know and you don't know. It is no use talking about things
we know nothing whatever about. There are so many things in this
world that need our urgent and immediate attention that we can
leave all these other-worldly problems to look after themselves."
And yet I could not help feeling that he was truly concerned about
death at this moment. Thomas Huxley, who had similar views of death,
in his advancing years hated the thought of ultimate extinction and
surprised his agnostic friends by directing that the following words be"
inscribed on his tombstone:
Be not afraid, ye waiting hearts that weep,
For still He giveth His beloved sleep,
And if an Endless Sleep He wills so best.
And had we not often gone looking at literature engraved on tombstones
and I even had in roind that his reason for coming to live at Ayot Saint
Lawrence was due to a tombstone inscription.
G.B.S. poked his fire and said:
"Taking things philosophically is not philosophy. It was an insult to
humanity for St. Paul to say that if the dead rise not, then all that is left
is to eat and drink and be merry, for to-morrow we die. If a person who
is dear to you has been taken away why should a man turn into a beast?
As for Charlotte it was better she should have gone. She had suffered
more than a human being can bear. I have never been much good with
illness. I always get out of the way."
The conversation stopped dead. Consolation would obviously have
bored him and death was not a subject he cared to discuss. Not at that
moment. I changed the conversation by recounting a story I had recently
been told by a mathematician about a professor of mathematics in the